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SLOPER AND THE RUMFOOZLERS’ CLUB. 

‘A very unpleasant scandal is likely to come before the public in the Law Courts shortly. The Committee of the Rumfcozlers’ Club, of which Poor Papa 
has been a member for years, have thought fit to expel him, and, like Mr. Baird and The Pelicans, he intends trying for an injunction to restrain them. Poor 
Papa says he can’t make it out at all. It is true one night Mr. Moses, whom he had taken to the Club as a visitor, was seen analyzing the pockets of some 
coats in the Hall, but, speaking for himself, his conduct both in and out of the Club has always been that of an English gentleman and a Rumfoozler.’’—Toortsie. 


THREE MEETINGS. BLOOD MONEY. 


In 1828, there lived at a village, not far from Doncaster, a 
well-to-do farmer, of the name of John Dyon, who was 
robbed and murdered on his way home from market one 
Saturday night. 

For a week all efforts to discover the perpetrators of the 
crime proved fruitless, but then a reward of one hundred 

unds having been offered for information, John White, a 
labourer in the service of the murdered man, came before a 
magistrate and threw suspicion on two young men named 
Tomlinson, alleging he had heard his master say that if ever 
he were shot or robbed it would be by them. The Tomlin- 
sons, however, speedily proved their innocence, and then 
White changed his story. He said that on the Friday week 
before the murder, about nine o'clock at night, the dead 
man’s half-brother, William Dyon, and his (William's) son, 
came to the farmhouse, each carrying a gun, which they told 
him they had brought with them to shoot wild fowl. They 
asked whether the master was going to Doncaster next day, 
and learning that he was not, but was sure to go there the 
following Saturday, they asked White to take care of the 
guns, and to be careful to allow nobody tosee them. White, 
on this, inquired the reason for secrecy, and they then, 
according to his account, informed him that his master had 
wrongfully got possession of their property, he being the 


|. MEETING THE FIRST.—At Mrs. Stubbs’ ball. 2. MEETING THE SECOND.— An accidental one in 3, MEETING THE THIRD.—Friendship has changed . as see 
He is introduced by the hostess. Ohare the cold _the street. Their greeting is warmer this time, and to love. They are engaged. Compare this meeting son by a second marriage, and not only inheriting a creat 
lurmality of their respective salutations they soon become gvod friends, with the first. Great is the power uf Cupid! deal from his mother, but the father, on her persuasion, 
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having left the bulk of his belongings to the favourite, whilst | 


William, the elder, was left badly off. This state of things they 
were determined no Jonger to endure, but to shoot the interloper ; 
but if White kept their secret, they promised him ten pounds, 
whilst, if he betrayed them, they would murder him. The Saturday 
evening the crime was committed they came again, and hearing 
that the master had this time gone to Doncaster, took their guns, 
aaying they would kill him that night, and if he told, shoot White 
also. He said,at the conclusion of his story, that the reason he had 
neg these facts secret was that he was in fear for his life. 

he prisoners were tried and found guilty on Monday, April 7th, 
and hanged two days later, Neither they nor the elder prisoner's 
wife and daughter, at their last interview,exhibited much emotion. 
The father’s age was forty-five and the son’s twenty-three. On the 
scaffold the father looked carelessly at the crowd, and turned to 
examine the suspended halters, He watched carefully whilst the 
executioner adjusted the rope round the son’s neck without the 
least indication of fatherly feeling or contrition, and when the cap 
was placed over his own face, thrust it up several times, trying to 
see what was going on. Both died hard, being dreadfully con- 
vulsed, the father for three and the son five minutes. 

The Doncaster Gazette, about a week later, says :—‘“‘ The witness 
White, whose evidence on the trial of the Dyons was so material, 
and whose guilty knowledge of the murderous sen upon the 
life of his master has drawn against him a strong feeling of public 
indignation, had the ignorant simplicity, or the gis J effrontery, 
to present himself, on Monday last, before the inhabitants of 
Bawtry. On his aprescance upon the lawn, where a numerous 
portion of the inhabitants had assembled to witness the playing of 
the fire-engine, the first signs of recognition were exhibited in the 
form of a pelting torrent from the tube of the engine. A ducking 
in the fish-pond was then administered, and he was suffered to 
depart. Here the matter might have ended ; but he ‘had no sooner 
reached the road than he began to pelt the boys with stones, and to 
set the assemblage at defiance. He was again seized, and by two 
men publicly exhibited, bareheaded, through the High Street, in 
the Market Cross, and before the principal houses in the town, in 
coutempt, derision, and in scorn, He was then conducted to 
Austerfield, and treated there in a similar manner, and in the 
churchyard of that village was compelled to kneel down and kiss 
his late master's grave. The cut at Newington next received his 
struggling plunges; and in a ditch, leading towards Misson, he 
was well soused for the space of a quarter of a mile. He was after- 
wards successively taken into and turned out of the public-houses 
in Misson. At length a private individual took him into his house, 
gave him necessary refreshment and lodging for the night, and the 
following morning he took his departure for Kirton, the parish to 
which he belongs.” 

° ° * . * ° 

“ Billiam,” lisped the Babelet, “ I wonder——" 

“Not a doubt of it,” Billiam replied. “And won't you and the 
Fossil remains just make a pretty exhibition of yourselves! My 


oe" (Next week,“ A Tragic Wig.” ) 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


> 


*,* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to 
answer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
Queries—particularly the queerest; but all questions put to 
the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course. Correspondents wishing their MSS. 
or Sketches to be returned, should inclose a stamped envelope 
large enough to contain the contributions submitted, Where 
loose stamps are inclosed, the Editor will not be responsible 
for any damage which sketches may undergo. 


CHARLES WILLIAM STortT (Clapham).—Lost his chance? What 
nonsense! Of course not ; it doesn't make the slightest difference. 
—4G. F. (Bournemouth).—Certainly— ROBERT BADGE (Bos- 
ton).—Clever, decidedly clever; but not worthy the “ Award of 
Merit.” — Jack BipsHaw. — Sorry we hare np space in the 
“ HALF-HOLIDAY " for your cleverly executed sketches, You ought 
to get on, but you must work very hard.—aA. J. F.—We da not 
remember the occurrence, and if we did, should certainly decline 
tu give you any information on the subject ——H. HARPER (Shore- 
ditch).— Yes, we have been obliged to do so in self defence-— 
BILLY.—Oh, yes ; you hare as much chance as anyone, only you 
oust tient.——R. FLoyp.—Thanks for your letter. The 
Eminent regrets that he was unable to be present at the concert ; 
but he is so tied to the bosom of his fenily that he cannot spare 
much time for festivities —H. N.— You will find. all particulars 
given in the instructions——ADMIRER OF THE EMINENT.—Jt's a 
great pity that you cannot admire A, Sloper without asking 
Savours of him, which, in any case, he would be obliged to refuse. 
—NIMBO.— oot sie is desirous of expressing her thanks to you, 

—_—— - 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulationofany Illustrated Paper in Great Britain, 


Forwarded toany part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and nite States of America, post-free. 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.: 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT" will be given for the 


Best Nursery Rhyme, on the govd old pattern, having, for its first 
Line, the words, 


THERE WAS A YOUNG MAN N&MED MERCIER. 


As this will probably be a big Compctition, please write on Post- 
Cards only, and address— 
“SAINT JOHN SKIN-CENT,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
°° The List will close this day, SATURDAY, MARCH 22ND, 1890, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
= 
THE other day McGooseley came into the office in his usual 
unwashed condition, and with two or three fish-bones attached 
to his chin. “Hallo, MeGooseley !" said the publisher, “UH bet 
you drinks IT know what you had for dinner.” “* What?" “ Fish.” 
“{[ haven't tas ed fish for three days,” was the reply. “Come and 
stand the drinks.” ee 
= 


Tempus—l1 o'clock a.m. 
Humeward Bound Rereller, “ Home, shweet home! oh, theresh 
no plashe like home!” 
Somebody Else's Indignant Wife. No; and there didn't ought to 
be for a fellow like you. ane 
* 


Mrs. SLOPER felt romantic the other evening, and when the 
Eminent came home in a good temper, she commenced, “Ah! 
nobody knows what a smile is worth——" “Oh, don't they!" 
answered ALLY. “You ask the fellow who has been squiffy over- 
night, and had to walk into town the next morning without even the 
price of a glass of cold fourpenny in his pocket. I guess he appre- 
ciates a smile, when he finds somebody to pay for it.” 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 308.—The “ Oxford and Cambridge” Costume. 


AMATEUR THEATRICALS. 
What is this? Looks very much 


like a couple of seasick passengers in 


the saloon, doesn't it? However, it’s 
only young Brown and his sister 
rehearsing Romeo and Juliet. 


Doctor's Boy (to red bearded Scotch- 
man). Say, guv’nor, if your legs is 
Keo your chump’s warm enough, I'll 
back. 


Time—11 p.m. 


Old Lady. Oh, collector! is that the 
Collector. No, mum; plenty more, 
morning ! 


last train for W—— ? 
Next one? Six o'clock to-morrow 


A matter of form. Poor Billy's 
usual position at school. 


WELL FILLED. 
Jenkins thinks if he goes on he will be 
Placed in an awkward fix. 


(Saturday, March 22, 1890. 


— 


Harp times have had their cruel way again at Sloper Hall, and a 
once happy family has been reduced to the direst depths of despair. 
It was a touching sight, indeed, to see the Eminent last Saturday 
night as ever was roasting an old stuffed parrot over a fire made 
entirely of “leaving shop” tickets, while he patiently basted it 
with the ends of a few night lights that had been used when the 
Twins were first on the weaning way. “| can bear a good deal,” 
said the Old ‘Un, “and | could almost make believe that this hen 
is roast goose if it didn't smell quite so much like that dratted 
Alexandry’s boots a-drying before the kitchen tire.” 


* 
Poets sing how happy they would be 
| By some gladsome little brook, 
‘ With a merry joyous look, 
Which runs murmuring to the lea, 


\ But if that little brook be gay, 
And is as gladsome as they say, 
Please tell us why it runs away 
And keeps murmuring all the day? 
* 


s 

“THE real reason,” said the haughty owner of the “ Blue Pig,” as 
he turned up his waxed moustache and shook his lower chest be- 
hind his watchchain. “The need of our making heated Highlanders 
wear kilts is because their blood gets so hot with Scotch whisky 
that they're obliged to keep their legs cool, or all the blood would 
go to their heads, and they would cooper up straight off, from 
apoplexy, and——"” but here McGooseley arose in his wrath, and 
yet another dealer in adulterated alcohol nigh met his death from 
the swiftly hurled heart cake. * 


“Mr. BicGcuy, I cannot Pe my contempt for your conduct,” 
said Littler, with double distilled concentrate ay “And lucky 
for hes I should sa: y, that you can't,” said Biggun, looking sug;e- 
tively at his No. 10 t. *\° 


The following conversation shows the difficulty which a foreigner 
has to contend with in acquiring our slang. 
A, It’s all off between Brown and the Smith girl. 
him the sack. 
B. Has she, indeed? Why, I thought she meant bagging him! 
7 


She's given 


= 
“I HARDLY know whether I ought to congratulate or sympathize 
with you, old man,” said one married male to another. “What 
about?" came the natural inquiry. “ Why, I saw your wife buyin, 
a cookery book this morning.” *\* (LHe goes home sad, 


AT a fancy dress ball, the other night, Lord Bob inquired «i 
Lardi Longsox, “What costume is that you're SHOE. Lardi?™ 
“The ‘Lea,’” she replied. “Humph!” replied Bob, as he admired 
the undulating billows ; “rather low tide, isn’t it?” 

| 


* 

“Now, witness,” said the magistrate, “the boy has accused the 
constable of great violence. Did you perceive him assail the lad?” 
“No, yer honour,” replied the witness, “I didn’t see no ‘sailing, but 
he handcuffed him like.” “Handcuffed him!” exclaimed the 

istrate, in horror. “What! a mere child like that?” “Yes, 
sir,’ returned the witness, “I see ‘im do it two or three times.’ 
“What do you mean, man?” asked the :nagistrate, puzzled. “ Why, 
he cuffed 'im with his hand, sir, like—er—that.” 
* 


SEE-SAW, Marjory Daw, 

Kitty shall have a new master; 
She has got twelve buttons, I see— 

I say she's a swinging much faster, 


a 

“HE wasn't exactly cleanly!” “Not he; he never wasted any 
pieces on that lay. The only time he ever had a good wash was 
when he tumbled into the copper by accident; and even when he 
Ne out he tried to dry himself by turning head over heels in the 

ust bin, and put his hair tozether with a handful of kitchen stuff. 
There was no pride about him—not exactly.” 

.- * 


* 

“T REALLY believe if my children wanted the top brick off the 
chimney they would have it,” said Mrs. Brown, at the concert. 
“Indeed!” ejaculated Mrs. Smith, who is trying to listen to the 
music. “Yes, dear,” said Mrs. B. “Why, last night my little 
nes cried for half an hour.” |“ Really! And did you give it to 

im? se 

s 


Mrs. Clumberbump. Have you heard as how poor Mr. Brown's 
been and died? Ah, there was a man as wasa man! His character 
was perfectly unbleachable, and even at the last he thought of his 

or wife, and did the best he could for her by fallin’ over into the 

sigantic Ocean, and so savin’ the poor dear his funeral expenses. 
7 * 


Young Clerk (who has just received a written recommendation 
Srom a friend of his father's). Really, sir, 1 was not aware that my 
services were 60 valuable, but, as you have written it yourself, per- 
haps you wouldn't mind employing me. [But it didn't come off. 

td 


* 

“How is Mr. McGooseley this evening?" inquired the doctor. 
“He is a bit quieter, sir,” answered the landlady, “and has asked 
three or four times for water.” “Ah, poor fellow! Still delirious, 
then.” 2s 

s 


THE good nursemaid wheeleth not her charges in the shadow of 
the Hyde Park elm; never is seen the stalwart arm of the House- 
hold trooper around her slim and lovely waist; kiss in the ring 
| she knoweth not; and she spanketh the face of the butcher who 
trieth to snatch a kiss as he bringeth in the succulent steak ; never 
is_she carried kitchenwards down the area steps, crying aloud, 
; “It's only ‘arf a pint of ale on a empty inside.” She is a girl! 
| But, as we don’t give £500 prizes to the best trebled distilled 
Ananias, we'll have no more of this here—thank you for nothing. 


. 
“COME into the banquet,” exclaimed the young bride, 
“The viands you'll tind of excellent flavour.” 
“The viands are good,” the young fellow replied, 
«But Iam waiting the usual favour.” 


The bridesmaids then quickly some white ribbon found, 
And with many a smirk a favour they tied. 
“No, no,” cried the youth, midst the smiles of those round, 
“The favour I want is a kiss from the bride.” 
* 


= 

THE Rev. Mr. Cantor had just finished morning ‘service, when, 
on his way home, he met an individual who, to put it mildly, was 
beastly tight. This was an opportunity not to be lost, and with 
several members of his congregation gazing admiringly around him, 
| he stopped the inebriate, and inquired, “My (eend, do you know 
| where people go who get drunk upon the Lord’s Day?" “ Yesh,” 
| replied the boozy one, steadying himself with great difficulty ;: 
“they goesh to the ‘Roshe and Crown,’ and swearsh they'sh 
' travellers.” Cantor passed on. 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The nert picture offered to the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALP-HOLIDAY ” 
is an oil painting by E. F. BREWTNALL, measuring 57 in, x 37 in., in @ mas- 
sive gold frame, and entitled, 


“THE OUTLAWS.” 


pe Lagallnrah td be done ts to make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending be 
nvelope js announcement inclosed, together with the Name and Address ¥ 
the Applicant, any time before March 31st. se 


Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.O. 
“e° This Picture ts on View every Friday afternoon between 8 p.m. and 6 p.m. 


Saturday, March 22, 1890.) 


TOOTSIE AT WATERLOO. 


oe 

SRE was a sound of revelry at night, And Belgium's capital 
scl patherel then Her beauty and her chivalry, and bright ‘The 
a lamps shone o'er fair 
women and brave men: 
A thousand hearts beat 
happily, and = when 
Music arose with its 
voluptuous swell, Soft 
eyes looked love to eyes 
which spake again, And 
all went merry as a 
marriage bell. a 
hush! hark! a deep 
sound strikes like a 
rising knell! 

On the night before 
Waterloo a grand ball 
was given at Brussels. 
The Duke had received 
intelligence of Napo- 
leon’s decisive move- 
ments, and it was at 
first intended to put 
the ball off, but he 
thought it important 
that the townspeople 
should be kept in igno- 
rance of the terrible 
work soon to be done 
so near at hand, and 
his general officers re- 
ceived commands to 
show themselves at the 
dance, each taking care 
to quit the apartments 
P as quietly as possible at 
ten o'clock, and to proceed to join their respective divisions ex route. 
Of course, though, the secret oozed out. The women knew it. Ah! 
then and there was hurrying to and fro, And gathering tears, and 
tremblings of distress, And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago 
Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness; And there were 
sudden partings, such as press The life from out young hearts, and 
choking sighs Which ne'er might be repeated. Who could guess 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes, Since upon nig ht 80 
sweet such awful dawn could rise? And there was mount ng in 
hot haste: the steed, The mustering squadron and the clattering 
car Went pouring forward with impetuous speed, And swiftly 
forming in the ranks of war; And the deep taeces peel on peal 
afar; And near the beat of the alarming drum Roused up the sol- 
dier ere the morning star; While thronged the citizens with terror 
dumb, or, whispering with white lips, “The foe! They come! they 
come!" We, of peaceful London re Thackeray says, have never 
beheld such a scene of hurry and alarm. Crowds rushed to the 
gate, from which direction the noise proceeded. The tradesmen 
closed their shops, Women rushed to the churches. 


ALLY's lecture. 


Jt; 


Lardi and Bob supping. 


John Scott visited the field of battle not long after the dreadful 
day, and speaks of the earthy hillocks everywhere covering the 
dead. and of the summer wind that shook the branches of the trees 
and waved the clover and the gaudy thistle heads, bringing with it 
u stench more hideous to the mind than to the offended sense, 
whilst the foot that startled the birds from their rest among the 
miss disturbed at the same time some remnant of a human being ; 
perhaps a bit of the showy habiliment, or the warlike accoutrements 
in which he took such pride, or the framework of his body itself 
—all comeliness and strength the instant before it became a mass of 
senseless matter, 

Thousands of English sightseers flocked year after year to 
Waterloo and bought relics : sabres, helmets, buttons and what not, 
which were manufactured and buried and dug up, and it became 
quite a nice little business, and even now keeps many honest souls 
wbove want. 

But the other day I, too, was at Waterloo, which Augustus Harris 
has brought to London and planted quite handy up a turning out 
ofV ictoria Street. Here the battle rages day and night, and Mrs. 
Hunt’s ladies’ orchestra discourses sweet music, and Mr, George 
Alexander, managing director, smiles upon all around him, whilst 
lovelinessassorted 
munches popcorn 
and caramels, 

rattles on the 

orrors of war and 
other things more 
or less a. propos. 
Also is there on 
view James 
Davey, veteran 
and only known 
rank and file sur- 
vivor of the Great 
Battle, aged 91, 
besides innumer- 
able other relics 
(the rest under 

rlass cases). Poor 

‘a's lecture on 
Waterloo was so 
impressive that 
only Billy could 
last it through, 
and even he, at 
the — conclusion, 
was discovered in 
tears. I regret to 
say, before the 
termination of my 
visit, a rather un- 
pleasant incident 
occurred. 1 dis- 
covered Lardi 
with T G supping ALONE 
; 3s sob. Disgraceful, I call it! [gave the presumptuous pair 
bit of my mind, and, Lam glad to say. they had the decency to 
vive the place at once, But no matter. zo to Waterloo, dears. It 
“uy Costs a shilling, and it isa grand show and most interesting. 


Tootsie and George Alexander. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


 ‘Twe NTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 
To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to:— 
THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH 
COMPETITION. 


“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” March 22nd, 1890. 


Name. 
Address .. 


Occupation, if any........ 


How many times applied 


How long a Purchaser of) __ Pete ets 
the “Half-Holiday"’ Sia aatins neserenheannantnksitdutedeniate 


| 
The List for this week's Competition will close on Wednesday 
evenin 


next, March 26th, 1890. The Result of the Competition of 
March \5th, 1890, will be published in the “ HALF-HOLIDaY ” fur 
March 29th, 1890. 


189th WEEK. 
RESULT OF MARCH 8th COMPETITION. 


The following Twenty Applicants have been awarded 
“SLOPER” WATCHES:- 


1, LILLIAN BARTLETT, 13 Antill Road, Grove Road. Age, 16 years. Sub- 
scriber—since January, 1885. LONDON. 

2. GEORGE THOMAS TUCK, Greengrocer, 290 Crystal Palace Road. E. Dul- 
wich. Age, 21 years. Subscriber—since first. LONDON. 

3. JAMES BERRY, Engineer, 224 Southwark Bridge Road. Age, 49 years. 
Subseriber—from the start. foxpon 

4. M. A. EVANS, 2 British Terrace, Dyffryn. 


Age, 18 years, Subscriber— 
since No. 1. ‘ 


Near BARMOUTH. 

5. GEORGE F, DOWSETT, Gardener, 15 Hartford Road. Age, 46 years. Sub- 
scriber—since September, 1885. BEXLEY. 

6. J. J. SMITH, Merchant's Foreman, 6 Myland Road. Age, 41 years, Sub- 
scriber—5 years, 21 weeks. COLCHESTER. 

7. G. ROBERTS, Clerk, 125 High Street. Age, 24 years, Babecriner—* Phen 
N. 


8. ALFRED B. HARVEY, Solicitor's Clerk, 19 Villiers Street. Age, 37 years, 
Subscriber—about 4 years. HERTFORD. 

9, LAWERENCE COLLINS, Milkman, Leigh Hall Cottages, Age, 25 years. 
Subscriber—4 years, 41 weeks. LEIGH. 

. SAMUEL CROTHERS, Shop Assistant, 9 Stanley Road. Age, red fev Sub- 
scriber—from commencement. LIVBRPOOL. 

ll. JOHN S. ALLEN, Station Master, Great Western Railway. Age, # years. 
Subscriber—Over 4 years, NEWENT. 

12, JOHN JAMES, 17 Hervey Street. Age, 31 years. Subscribers—OWer 54 
years. NORTHAMPTON, 

13. GEO. HUBBARD, Chief Clerk, Telegraph Department, Thorpe Station. 
ge, 38 years. Subscriber—over 5 years, NORWICH. 

14. WILLIAM CLEMENTS, Van Boy, 19 High Street. Age, UE etd Sub- 
scriber—4 years, 7 months, LUMSTEAD. 

15. R, HILLMAN, Shop Assistant, care of Mr. F. Willett, 17 Hamilton Road. 
Age, 33 years. Subscriber—aince November, 1884. PRESTONVILLE. 

16. EDGAR SIMS, Barman, “Prince Albert Tavern,” North Street. Age, 21 
years, Subscriber—5 years, 2 months, ST. LEONARDS. 

17. JAM KEY ALLEN, Country Commercial Traveller, St. Aubins, Bitterne 

Park, Age, 43 years. Subscriber—since first published. 

SOUTHAMPTON. 

18, C. BOWDEN, Hairdresser, 34 Higher Union Street. Age, 27 years. Sub- 
TORQUAY. 


= 


scriber—since No. 1. 
. JOHN SANDS, Engine Driver, 5 Hill Street. Age, 26 years, Subscriber— 
since March, 1885, TROEDYRHIW. 
20. MRS. EMERY, 1 Alfred Place. Age, 32 years. Subscriber—4 years, 
WORTHING. 


SLOPER’'S SOCIAL SONNETS. 
No. 74.—THE EMBANKMENT LOAFER. 


COLD the night and chill the air; 
See him lurking, loating there, 
Like a panther by its lair ; 
Or something even worse than that— 
Like the lank, domestic cat. ; 

k at him, it’s p’r'aps worth while— 
Shall I sigh or shall | smile? 


Through his rags the breezes play ; 
His hat lets in the light of day— 

I mean the lamplight, by the way. 
Underneath the lamp he stands, 
Shrugs his shoulders, rubs his hands ; 
P’r'aps he does what's rather worse— 
Indulges in a trembling curse. 


By his feet the river flows ; 

P’r'aps he thinks, I may suppose, 
“*Twould be as well to end my woes, 
Now he stands beneath the trees : 
From the river comes the breeze ; 
On the breeze seems borne the cry, 
“Isn't it as well to die?” 


Ts the work'us skilly sweet ? 

Is the toke the best of wheat? 
Is the porter nice to greet ? 
Work’us, refuge, prison, pals 

All are ready him to hail; 

Flesh of flesh and bone of bone, 
All are ready him to own. 


On the stream the gaslights play. 
Bplanh ! “Hullo! what's that?” I say; 
The peeler on his lonely beat 

Scurries up with clumping feet ; 

His bull's eye flashes on the tide, 
“Good Lord—another sooicide !” 


VWOuR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Grapholovist of wreat skill and talent have been engaged. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate lenath, 
stuned tith the usual signature, and accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope 
(ith the writer's own address), All letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES.” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


Answers will he posted direct to the addresses given on Envelope. No notice will 
be taken vu! anu communication not complying with the above regulations. 

Answers cannot be guaranteed within Jourteen days, but will be surwarded as 
early us pussivle, 


- 
) 


” 
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TALLY HO! 


“IPF you love me,” said Julia, * you will hunt to-morrow, If you 
Mean to marry me you won't fall off. There!” 

They were sitting in the conservatory, and Spofforth had been 
declaring his 
love in impas- 
sioned terms, 

To-morrow 
came. Spof- 
forth was very 
miserable in 
his borrowed 
cords and 
ope He was 
a bank clerk, 
and Julia an 
heiress. Must 
he lose Julia 
because bank 
clerks are 
more used tu 
mounting 
columns of 
figures than 
mounting 
anything 
equine, even 
ot the hired 
description ? 

“Aren't you 
going to put 
meup!" asked 
Julia, She was 
certainly a 
sweet thing in 
habits. Then 
she said, “Oh, 
never mind !” 
sweetly, as Spofforth began a laborious climb down the side of the 
fine surprised looking animal they had given him. And as she 
hopped upon the palm of a red-haired worshipper in a pitk coat, 
how Spotforth loathed that crimson-headed, lobster-backed wretch, 
and perched on the saddle like a bird. 

“ By Jove, your friend's off!" said Crimson Head. 

It was so Julia saw. Spofforth had been neatly gravelled. The 
work of a week was rnined by that upset, She turned her back on 
him, and rode away with Crimson Head. 

“Will she ever let me kiss her in the conservatory again?” 
groaned S., as he sat on the gravel in front of the hall door, 

“Ave another oss,” urged the groom. “You won't be able to 
‘old that there bay once 'e ‘ears the ‘ounds. Bless yer, he'll foller 
the ‘unt by ‘isself, while you're a-coolin’ your courage in a ditch, or 
setting ina tield-drain a-singing, ‘Sball we ever meet again,’ with- 

! out accompani- 
ments, for it 
ain’t in ‘uman 
nature to ex pect 
you to. stick 
on.” 

Spofforth 
looked at the 
groom and drew 
% sovereign 
from his pocket. 

“Could you 
make we stick 
on?” he asked. 


In the conservatory. 


dodge,” began 
the groom, 
slowly. 


“Done with 
you,” said Spof- 
forth. 

“Of course, 
sir, you won't 
give it away, 
and let me ina 
hole as well as 
show yourself 
up?” said the 
groom, eyeing 
the sovereign. 

“It isn’t 
likely,” re- 
sponded the 


Hopped upon the palin of a worshipper. 


would-be bold rider with earnest emphasis. 

“Fetch mea link-strap anda curb-chain, Jemmy,” said the groom, 
as the sovereign changed hands. “There, now, you can’t come off, 
wotever happens. Handcutfed by the feet youare. Haw, haw!” 

* 


* * * » e 

“The brush is yours, sir,” said the master. “You may or not 
be an elegant rider, but, damme! you know how to stick on.” 

Spofforth took the gory token. 

As Crimson Head crawled out of a ditch hard by S. handed it to 
Julia. He was hatless, nearly coatless, striped like a zebra with 
mud of different colours. But her lovely eyes dwelt on the hero 
admiringly, and she blushed as he pressed her hand, They rode 
home together. Ah! 


* * * * * 
“ Pretty stiff, sir?’ said the groom, undoing the strap that held 
the gallant rider's legs together under the bows of his horse. 
Spofforth was. They hoisted him off and propped him in g 
corner of the 
harness room till 
he got better. His 
legs were perma- 
nently wed, 
but his fortune 
was secured. 
Julia was his. 
When heasked 
Julia's father for 
his consent to 
an early matri- 
monial alliance, 
the old man de- 
clared that he 
Spofforth, and 
he alone should 
have the gur-r-l, 
for such a bit of 
cobbler’s wax to 
stick on he was 
blessed if he'd 
ever seen in his 
life before. 
There was a 
very swagger 
wedding—all 
the members of 
the hunt turning 
up todo homage 
to the happy 
pair, and Spof- 
forth felt 
ee no end of a heroic swell as he led the bride out of the 
church. 
He is now a landed _ proprietor, and sits beside Crimson Head on 
the magistrates’ bench at the assizes. 


Leading the bride out of the church, 


ALLY SLOPER'? Mae ee (Saturday, March 22, 1880, 


| | 
| | 


“T have been going in for dumb-t ll and boxing exercise 
lately, dear, Its such awful fun. 1 had three rounds with 
my intended husband the other day, he with the gloves on, 
I without. [ gave it him hot, dear: kicked three of his 
teeth vut, blackened one of his eves, and upper-cut him twice. 
It was so jolly.”"—£ctract Jrom letter of young lady. 


“ He's just the horse for you, sir—been used to carry a lady.” 
“Has he, though? That's why you think him so suitable for a 
man of my habit?” 


No. 89.—Photograph of young lady kissing the winning steed. Taken by SLOPER'S 
instantaneous process, 


bs TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Mr. HARRY NICHOLLS. 


WZ 


MN 


“(ny 


(1). "Twas the last day of Drury Lane Pantomime, and A. SLOPER sat a-thinking about it over a modest two of “Unsweetened.” “The last link that binds us with 
Christmas!" he sighed. Suddenly he started ; “ Not a moment must be lost!” cried he, and rushing from the room, be bolted himself in his bed-chamber.—(2). When he 
might have been observed by. Mrs. bag oad had he not taken the precaution to stuff the keyhole with a curl-paper, despoiling with feverish haste that good lady’s new spring 

Hastily joning a wreath of the same, he crammed it into his pocket, and sallied forth.—(3). And eventually he found himself in Mr. Harry 


No, 122.—Miss EDITA OSTLERR. bonnet of its blush roses. fas! 
“More lovely she than ail the flowers that bluom.’ Nicholls’ dressing room. “Hallo, ALLY, old man! What'sup?” “Mr. Nicholls, I take this opportunity of offering to the poet, player, and playwright my humble tribute." 
—The Dook Snook. ——(4). And lugging out the afvresaid wreath, the Eminent crowned the young actor with it. “SLOPER, what are you doing? Don't bea bally fool!” “You spurn my 
“ The sole possessor of my heart.” —Lord bob. floral gift, Harry! no matter. To use your own words, I come on Aner @ matter of business,” and A. SLOPER dived in his pocket for his note book. “Ah, ALLY, at it 
“You'd swear each clustering lock could feel, and curl'd t again? Now, look here! sit down! be reasonable, and havea drink.” “I will! And how is Herbert ?”——(5). “He is here to speak for himself! Herbert, you know Mr. 
give her neck caresses.” —The Hon. Billy. SLOPBR?” Anon, when Messrs. Nicholls and Campbell were loading a growler with the Old Man, he was to murmur, “ Where shall we spend the rest of the evening ?” 


" McNAB !S LOST (NEARLY). 


1, McNab took the wrong turning one night, going, home, and found himself face to face 2. Who gave him one for his knob, .“ The deil’s deed ! the deil's deed ! and awm a saint,” yelped the Elder, as he mopped the floor 
with the “deil, with the evil one. : 
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Groubles -i2 -6hke East. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. | 


Have you used ?——Dear, dear! how that confounded soap does stick in my head ; no wonder I’m getting grey haired. I mean, have you ot the salubrious breezes and spring-like weather with i 
which we have been regaled during the last week? But to proceed : =. Tyndall, wishing to be heard, Said Gladstone's conduct was absurd :—In Sunderland the Bobhies say They must and will hare \ 
ertra pay :—Two rounds with fists and one with knife, In which poor Edward lost his life :—Bismarch resigns, the same old joke, Which will as usual end in smoke :— Poor Tichborne thought Stoke he i 
could win, But found, alas! he had no tin:—In Liverpool, I'm sore afraid, The Dockers’ Strike harms every trade :—VW gel erie not at a She gare the Court an awful fright.—So rumour 
has it that Bismarck intends to resign, does it? Humph, usual thing. Smoke, smoke, smoke. I begin to think the world is full of humbugs. HE SLOPERIAN SILOWMAN, 


——— 
| i 


THOSE JEALOUS WIVES. 


we 
e 
. 


, 


1st Juryman. I object to capital punishment, and I shall certainly 
f.vethe poor wretch the benefit of the doubt. 2nd do. (Doctor). Do 
nothing of the kind ; haven't you looked at his cranium? He'll 
luake @ capital subject for the dissecting room. 


He. So you won't marry me? 
a oo nly not, after your rudeness! What do you take 
me for 

He, About forty. It may be your Inst chance! 


| Swell, Weally, you're a—cr—jolly girl. Always seem to—er—know exactly when a fwellow 
wants a light. Bai Jove! I often think how nice it would be to have a charming girl like you to 
| attend on a fellow when he gets home from business. Warm his slippers, light his pipe, and that 
sort of thing. 

She (who has been angling after him for some time past, and takes this as a sort of proposal), Oh, 

= Mr. Juggles! you really-—— | 

He, But then Mrs. Juggles might object to that sort of thing. Women are so thunderingly | 

Beauty and the——- (Hush! He may bear you). | jealous, don't yer know, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


es 

ACCORDING to all accounts, the Volunteer Easter Manauvres this 

year are likely to be ona very extensive scale. Dover, Portsmouth, 

and Eastbourne are 

the towns, we be- 

lieve, selected for 

the annual tactics ; 

but the larger por- 

tion of the Metro- 

politan forces will 

migrate to the for- 

mer place, A. 

SLOPER takes great 

interest in these 

roertagals gs and has 

spent the greater 

pan of his time 

ately in mapping 

out excellent routes 

for the benefit of 

the marching 

columns. Many 

people may say, 

“What to goodness 

ze does SLOPER know 

“7 about excellent 

routes?" Why, a 

reat deal, of course. 

Vhat would be the 

use of sending a 

volunteer force 

through a country 

destitute of public 

houses?) Might as well massacre then at once. Well, then, is there 

a man more fitted to give advice on the pub. subject than A. 

SLOPER? Well, then, let A, SLOPER go on just in his old sweet 

way; and if he, in conjunction with the Umbrella Duke, don't 

outdo all previous Volunteer Manoeuvres, the Wreck will willingly 
consign himself to a watery grave, 


Fart Cumpstoy, a Chicago child of three years, was playing in 
a bedroom with his five-year-old brother Malcolm. Malcolm 
procured a revolver from the upper drawer of a bureau, and, 
playfuliy pointing it at his brother, pulled the trigger. Crash! A 
shriek, and the mother rushed into the room just in time to see 
the baby fall, and to see the other child, quite unconscious of his 
crime, runuing about the rvom and laughing merrily. 


* 

IF success in the University Boat Race depended upon the 
coach alone, the victory of Oxford would be certain, for their coach 
Mr. W. H. Grenfell, is just the man for the task. He twice rowed 
in the Oxford boat—1877 and 1878—ouce when the result was a 
dead-heat and once a win. Some years ago he rowed stroke in a 
racing eight which crossed from Dover to Calais, and he has 
besides won several competitions on the Thames. 


* 

ITALY, and not France, in the Middle Ages, set the fashions, and 
Milan, not Paris, was the head-quarters of graceful and splendid 
costume, for the simple 
reason that the Peninsul: 
had not ceased to be a 
largel y manufacturing and 
a highly artistic country 
at t period. She yet 
produces some of the most 
al pooh silks, laces, and 
velvets conceivable, with 
which members of the 
upper ten are adorned. 

ss 


* 

THURSDAY evening, 
March 6th, was anevening 
of comfort and joy to the 
Family, as well as to the 
vast audience present at 
the entertainment of the 
Mohawk Minstrels, at the 
Agricultural Hall, ALLY 
had been. specially invited 
by the Printers’ Pension 
Corporation to grace the 
performance with his pre- 
sence. Mrs. S. has sinc: 
observed that she thought 
he had disgraced not only 
himself, but the House of 
SLOPER. The fact is, the 
Pioneer of Purity was 
seized with an unexpected : 
attack of hiccups in the middle of a sentimental song, and before 
medical aid could be obtained he had to be carried on a stretcher into 
“The Angel,” where doses of “Unsweetened” and peppermint 
were administered by gentle and loving hauds. When he recovered, 
ALLY said it was “a mohawkward affair.” 


* 
CHARLES GopFREY thinks that a future music-hall artiste may 
be found reciting these lines :— 
It would be presumptuous to come on the stage, 
But I've gut a licence to sing, 
If now as a vocalist you'd be the rage, 
You must have a licence to sing. 
I've a certificate, too, of my birth, 
I can prove ['ve a right to exist upon earth, 
But don't let the statement arouse you to mirth, 
Unless you'vea licence to laugh. 
. 


s 

THE continued success of The Red Hussar, at the Lyric, is not 

in the least to be wondered at ; for this, the latest of H. J. Leslie's 

. roductions, is 

ecidedly the 

brightest speci- 

men of comic 

opera that has 

been seen upon 

the stage for 

a considerable 

time. Marie 

Tempest is cer- 

tainly a wonder- 

ful little actress. 

She is hardly 

ever absent 

from the stage 

during the per- 

formance, Her 

charming voice 

is heard in song 

after song, 

which, night 

after night, are 

rapturously re- 

demanded, The 

magnificent 

voice of Ben 

Davies and the 

comicalities of 

Arthur Wil- 

’ liams con- 

tribute largely to the success of The Red Hussar, A more pleasing 
performance it would be impossible to withess. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TOOTSIE, always on the look out for news, has procured the 
following bit of information expecially for her lady admirers. A 
hint has been borrowed from Nature in . 
the blending of pink and yellow, which 
she uses ina pink tinged tea-rose. The 
two colours were combined with great 
effect in a Court dress, made for the last 
Drawing Room, the train being of pink 
ottoman silk, and lined with creamy 
yellow, of which the petticoat was com- 
posed. The flowers were yellew roses, 
sweetly pink-tipped. - 


s 
DORSETSHIRE farmers, it seems, have 
@ grievance against the sparrows, whose 
destructive propensities have, it is said, 
caused such damage to the crops. At an 
“influential meeting,” held at Dorchester, 
the other day, it was resolved ag A 
pence per dozen for all old birds killed, 
and three halfpence a dozen for the eggs. 
The bird-nesting season has just com- 
menced, Pay 
. 


So as to push matters forward, A. 
SLOPER, after mature consideration, has 
now decided to send the cabinet size 
photograph of himself, with his auto- 
graph on the back, to anyoue who sub- 
scribes 2s, 6d. or more to his “ Christmas 
Appeal.” When the Eminent fixed the 
figure at 5s,, he not unnaturally expectcd 
the five shillingses would _ positively 
tumble in for the benetit of his poor 
friend: ; but somehow they didn't, hence the tempting bait now 
held out to all those anxious to combine the acquirement of a work 
of art with an act of real right duwn goodness. 

sf 


. 

PRINCE ALBERT VICTOE was recently present, by invitation of 
the Maharajah of Jeypore, to witness a fight between two 
elephants, which seemed to muchly interest H.R.H. The animals, 
on entering the open space prepared for them, chased away, it 
is said, the thirty or forty spearmen who incited them to the 
combat, and trumpeting loudly, charged each other. After fight- 


ing with equal success for some time, they were separated with 
| 


charges of gunpowder smoke directed towards them. 


* 

CONNECTICUT, although but ninety miles long and seventy 
broad, is so well supplied with railroads that you can travel in its 
cars close upon a thousand miles, it is said, without crossing its 
borders. 2 @ 

. 


“ My son-in-law " (as G. W. Moore, of minstrel fame, has it) will be 
lucky to escape scathless from the little difficulty he has lately got 
into, Boxing with 
the mittens, or 
even a few rounds 
with the “raw 
uns,” may be 
gravely winked at 

»y the law, but the 
line must be drawn 
somewhere, so 
Charles Mitchell 
may find out, to 
his cost, that “ po- 
ker” is not always 
a pleasant game to 
play at. A more 
cowardly assault 
than Mitchell's at- 
tack on Goode can 
hardly be con- 
ceive and we 
hope Mr. Hannay 
will let the law 
take its course, 
and commit Eng- 
land's Champion 
Bully for trial at 
the Old Bailey. It " 
is not the first time Mitchell has been guilty of ruffianly conduct. On 

revious occasions fines have been inflicted, but thisftitne Justice cries 

‘or an exemplary punishment. A punishment which will prevent 
other members of the prizefighting fraternity from making them- 
selves obnoxious by similar conduct. A man who, taking ad- 
vantage of his own strength, brutally attacks his fellow creatures, 
is a coward in every sense of the word. 

set 
* 
_ LIEUTENANT Starrs, who is now in England, will have an 
interesting exhibit amony his collection in the Stanley and African 

Exhibition in the shape of the notorious poisoned arrow by which 
he was wounded by the dwarfs of the Aruwhimi Forest, or rather 
the rest of the arrow, as a small piece still remains in the wound, 
and, we are sorry to say, cannot be removed. Lieutenant Stairs 
obtained from the dwarfs a small bottle of the decoction used by 
them to poison the arrows, which will also be exhibited., 

ss 
s 


WANNAY MOORE 


WANTED im = 
Bh YOUR WORSHIP. NG 
. ——_»_ -—_ 


A SINGULAR case was tried, the other day, at Bergerac, in 
France. <A beautiful young lady sent a gown to a dressmaker to 
be altered, forget- 
ting that an exceed- 
ingly confidential 
letter was reposing 
in the pocket. The 
dressmaker, of 
course, discovered 
the missive, read it 
and communicat 
its contents to her 
female friends and 
acquaintances, sup- 
plying the local 
gossips with capital 
material for their 
tongues to work on. 
The girl’s guardian 
brought an action 
against the dress- 
maker, who has 
been compelled to 
restore the unlucky 
letter, and con- 
demned to the pay- 
ment of damages to 
the amount of #12 
and costs. “Serve 
her right,” said Mrs. 
Sloper, on reading 
the above. “I do 
hate gossips.” 


* 

REBELS in Moroccco stand a very poor chance. After a recent 
battle, in which the rebels were entirely routed, the prisoners were 
indiscriminately slaughtered and decapitated, the heads of the 
chiefs being sent as trophies of victory to Muley Hassan. In 
another battle the rebels also suffered heavy losses. Every 
prisoner's throat was cut on the tieid, and upwards of 180 heads 


| were sent to decorate the walls of Fez. 


(Saturday, March 22, 1890, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING MARCH 29TH, 1890, 
agus 

23rd March, 1793.—This day Fewterel, of Birmingham. 
fought a Highlander, on the Leith ground, Edinburgh, a far finer 
and stronger man than himself, but he brought his antagonist tw 
the ground three times running, throwing the Scot into such a rage 
that he quite lost his head. At length Fewterel put ina hit under 
the Highlander's jaw and laid him senseless on the grass. The 
fight lasted thirty-five minutes, and Fewterel generously gave ten 
guineas out of the tifty he had won to the man he had beaten, 

23rd March, 1871.—Mr. Gibson, in his “ Paris during the Com. 
mune,” says, under this date :—“ Of cats I see none. I quite miss 
my old friends who used to lie ina sunny spot in the shop windows, 
They were all caught up during the siege to make ‘rabbit.’ Strange 
to say, although their natural enemies are absent, I have seen 
neither rat nor mouse since my return, and before the siege they 
were frequently to be seen near the iron openings to the cellars in 
our Boulevard Malesherbes, aud occasionally were promenading 
on the asphalt. Some say that when the cunning creatures began 
to understand they were considered fit articles for food, they took 
the hint and disappeared, others that they left starving Paris for 
the German quarters, and are not yet persuaded that Paris is sutb- 
ciently revictualled to make their way back to their old haunts.” 


24th March, 1828,.—This day two dogs that had accidentally 
met on the White Sands, Dumtries, quarrelled while exchangin- 
cai.ine compliments, and commenced fighting. The owner of on 
of the dogs, who was near, seemed anxious to save his cur fromm 
being worried, but as the combat deepened, the motions of both 
became so uncertain that he durst not seize it even by the tail. At 
length one of the animals fell, and as the other was fairly out of 
breath, something like a parley immediately ensued. Still they 
remained ina hostile attitude, and were on the very point of re- 
newing the battle, when a child under two years old, that had eyed 
the scene in silent wonder, walked, or rather tottered to the spot, 
caught the nearest dog by the ear and led it unresistingly out of 
the ring. All marvelled at the docility of the dog, and the more so 
that his master seemed afraid of interfering while his blood waz up 
and his temper warm. 

24th March, 1819.—The central arch of Southwark Bridge, which 
was this day opened to the public, is said to rise about one inch in 
the summer, lifting with it the footpath, roadway, and all upon 
them, and was constructed by Rennie to allow this to occur with- 
out undue strain. , 

24th March, 1884.—Dr. Price this day cremated his own child at 


| Llantrissant, near Pontypridd. 


25th March, 1888.—The Vienna correspondent of the Daily 
Telegraph says this day that an itinerant circus had been per- 
forming at St. Petersburg, and the ready wit of a Russian clown 
connected with the establishment had been attracting large crowds 
every night, until a few evenings befure the poor fellow got into 
serious trouble. He had been exhibiting a performing pig remark- 
able for its sagacity and obedience. Returning into the ring after 
an encore, the clown threw down a paper rouble, telling the animal 
hep it up. The latter, however, disdainfully turned up its snout 
and ran away. “Quite right, my friend!” exclaimed his master. 
“If Vishnigradsky cannot raise the paper rouble, how could a poor 
little pig like you be expected todoso/” Roars of laughter greeted 
this joke at the expense of the Fivance Minister, but the next day 
the clown was called to account by the police and sentenced tu 
three days’ imprisonment. 


26th March, 1850.—On this date a wretched girl, nineteen 
years of age, named Rose Hunt, attempted to commit suicide. 
Next morning, brought before Alderman Gibbs, her miserable story 
was made public. She had, at the age of fifteen, been lured from 
Suffolk and taken to an infamous concert room in Radcliff High- 
way and left there to lead a degraded life amidst the lowest class 
of the metropolis, One Sunday night, seeing the door of a chapel 
open, she weut in to rest, and heard of mercy for the vilest sinners. 
Her existence had become intolerable to her, and she resolved tu 
put an end toit. The alderman, promising her protection anda 
new start in life, the prisoner cried, through her_sobs, “ May God 
bless you for saving me!” 

26th March, 1827.—Ludvig Von Beethoven, German Composer, 
died this day, aged fifty-seven. 

26th March, 1870.—Mr. C. Green, the aéronaut, died this day, in 
the eighty-tifth year of his age. He is said to have made over 7v 
ascents. 


27th March, 1886.—A newspaper of this date publishes an 
account of a curious “ Duellist dinner,” which had just been given 
at Pesth, by a famous Hungarian swordsman, to celebrate his thirty- 
fifth affair of honour. Each guest had fought at least six duels 
and bore honourable scars, some lacking an eye or an ear, while 
one Frenchman had lost his nose in an encounter with Count 
Andrassy. 

27th March, 1880.—On this and previous days a series of perfor- 
mances was given at the Garrick Theatre. Leman Street, White- 
chapet in the Jiidisch- Deutsch dialect, by immigrants from Russia 
settled in London. This language is spoken by some millions of 
people in Poland, the Baltic provinces, and Roumania. 

27th March, 1869.—Mrs. Henry Leigh this day made her first 
London appearance at the Gaiety as Frau Harftaal, in Dreams. 

27th March, 1870.—Mrs. Vandenhoff, the actress, died this day. 


28th March, 1727.—The body of Sir Isaac Newton, after 
lying in state in the Jerusalem Chamber, where it had been brought 
from his death-bed at Kensington, was attended by the leading 
members of the Royal Society, and this day buried at the public 
cost in the spot in front of the choir, which, being one of the most 
conspicuous in the Abbey, had been previously refused to various 
noblemen who had applied for it. 

28th March, 1863.—Dominick Murray this day made his first 
London appearance as Jerry Gooseberry, in py fog at Astley's. 

28th March, 1853.—William Farren this da: Bppetred at the 
Haymarket as Captain Absolute, in The Rivals. As W. Farrev, 
Junr., he had previously appeared with his father at the Olympic, 
and also at the Strand. 


29th March, 1828.—One Mrs. Casey, a black-eyed young 
Irishwoman, this day complained toa magistrate of the refusal of 
the authorities of St. Thomas’ Hospital to give up to her the body 
of a man named Garaghty, who died there on Friday. “ And what 
claim have you to the y 2?” said the magistrate. “I suppose you 
want to enjoy the riot and drunkenness attendant ona wake? 
“Sure, wouldn’t we be waking him, your honour?” replied Mrs. 
Casey. “The boy wasa cousin of my own, and left me £2 that came 
(dne} to him from the Admiralty the day before he died, and every 
stitch of the clothes, to bear the expense, though they won't let me 
have them; and didn't he give mea parting squeeze as he went 
off, aud beg of me to see him safe under the sod ; and haven't they 
vpened him already ; and will there be a toe of him left if | dont 
get him out of hand!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£150 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pr 
prietor of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,” te the 
next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servant* 
on duty excepted) who should happen to meet with his or her death 
in a Railway Accident, in any part of the United Kingdom. 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF- 
Houipay” is found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published every Thursday 
morning at 10 clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, crporing at 1 o'clock the follewing Thursday morning. 
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Saturday, March 22, 1890.) 
OUR STREET CRIES. 


HEAR the joyful 


CL Theos obieot yellings now 
/ no1e9 Bo ng?’ ringing in the 


street ! 

“Muffins!" 
“Swee-eep!” 
“Cabba-ges!” 
“Coals!” and 
“ Cat's-mee-eat |" 

“*Are skins and Rab- 
bit skins!” 
“Chump wood ! " 

4 and “Coke!” 

Yh All of these are 

‘f merry cries — to 

¥ interested folk. 

a “All a-blowin’! all 
a-growin'’!” 
that’s a pretty 


cry , 

And s0’s “Who'll 
buy my Laven- 
der !""—when one 
is not too nigh. 

“Young lambs ter sell!” sounds pastoral, and “ Milk-O!" cows 
you not— 

If you're at a distance from the “ Milk-O” mouther’s spot. 

Refrain, 
Yes, atreet cries are sweet cries—some of them are neat cries, 
And necessary, doubtless, as al fresco traders go ; 
All round you they confound you, but ‘twill certainly astound you 
To learn they “ Do not add to people's comfort,” don’t you know ! 


Note the dulcet organ, too, grinding well-worn airs, 

And the joyous German band (which always has our prayers !) ; 

And the burnt-cork troubadour, clattering his bones, 

And the gutter-balladist with his nasal tones. 

All this mixed up melody soothes the jaded brain— 

That is, when it doesn’t really turn that brain insane. 

This din is always with us, but the Lancet-man employs 

A distinctly novel argument, and calls it “ Needless Noise”! 
Refrain—Y ea, street cries are sweet cries, etc. 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Man is now giving Two Substantial Presents away 
every week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER’8 HALF-HOLIDAY "— 
une toa Lady, and one toa Gentleman. All that has to be done 
astocut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
“what the Applicant is in want a” and post it to:— 

ALLY'S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 

*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Encelope whether it is a Lady or Gentleman applying. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 
“ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” March 22nd, 1890. 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given, 
164th WEEK. 
RESULT OF MARCH 8th COMPETITION. 
The following Applicants have been Awarded 
“SLOPBEBR PRESENTS.” 


1, FRANCES BROWNE, 6 Sandycove Avenue West, KINGSTOWN. 
A BANJO. 
2. EDWARD LUSHER, The Sailors’ Home, GLASGOW. 


A CHESSBOARD AND MEN. 
TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


= 


Advertisements, as under will be in- 
serted inthis column free of charge, pro- 
rided the Sender's Name and ie eee 
ave inclused with the Advertisement, not 
Jur publication, but as a@ guarantee of 
good faith, 

Tootsie undertakes, free of charge and 
post-free, to forward unopened, to the 
parties interested, all letters received in 
reply to the advertisements inserted. 
Advertisements already received, which 
du not appear below, will be inserted as 
sin as space admits, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


. e — Se eae ear —— —— i 

A TOUsG LADY, aged 21, height 5 ft. 6 in., dark, grey eyes, 
aoe et ‘woking, would like to correspond with tall fair gentleman, agel 24 
2. Adiress. with photo, which will be returned, if desired, to * MARGARITA,” 


Toy MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,* 99 Shoe Lane, 


f YOUNG GENTLEMAN, holding a good position in a large 
attire the City, wishes to correspond with a young lady with a view 
ror deals: Advertiser is aged 24, height 5 ft. 11 in., and does not object _to 
ife Pie complexion, so long as the lady is musical and makes him a lovable 
Hanny ot inclose photo, which will be returned if desired. Address— 


ne, Lon awe MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe 


ADGE and RUBY (sisters), 


Sentlemen with view to matrimo 


desire to correspond with two 
isposttio; my ; must be of a loving and amiable 
n. Madge, aged 18, tall and fair, considere| good-looking. Ruby, 

* sweet and loving nature ; both musical and domesticated. Address 


MADGE.” or “RuBy," “Too <cy,” “ 
operien” 69 Shoe Lan eT aon te oTsIE's MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 
— 

°." It has come tothe knowledge of A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M., that 
there are those who doubt the genuinences of the Letters published 
from numerous celebrities acknowledging the receipt of his 
“AWARD OF MERIT.” A. SLOPER, Esq., T.W.M., wishes to assure 
his patrons that oury letter that has been published under the title 
of “THE Epitor's LETTER-BOX" is bond side, and a Prize of 
£100 and the“ AWARD OF MERIT” itself will be given to anyone 
who can proce the contrary. 


45 LEICESTER SQUARE, W.C., February 28th, 1890, 
DEAR MR. SLoPER,—I am really very much obliged to you for 
the handsome “Award of Merit,” which is now hanging ‘on the 
wall in my room next to my bedstead, so as to have it in view all 
day and night 1am going to America in July, and shall show it 
whenever there is an opportunity,and when next | come to London 
you will see my ladder with the name of ALLY SLOPER in large 
etters on each side. Again thanking you, and hoping you are in 

good health, I remain yours very tru, RODO LEO RAPOLI. 


THEATRE ROYAL, NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE, March let, 1890. 

DEAR OLD ALLY,—Permit me to thank you heartily for your 
“ Award,” which reached me safely, the other day, and which, 
believe me, I prize very much. I took it round to Charlie Carter's 
on Wedneaday and ke wanted to take the “ Award out and annex 
the frame for his slate, which stands sadly in need of some such 
protection. We drank your health in “ Unsweetened ” instead, and 
subsequently toasted Tootsie and the rest of the Family. When I 
look at your gift I feel such a good boy that I think seriously of 
iving up petty larceny and forsaking sausage stealing, the pur- 
oining of turkeys and other Christmas fare, and turning my atten- 
tion to the legitimate drama. I have for years been studying 
Hamlet, and think you will like my rendering of the Dane—that 
is, if you will deign to come and see it. Your name has been much 
before us in this “Canny Town" of late. At the press and panto- 
mime sports—which were a great success—your Cup for the Zoo- 
logical ce was much admired, and a vote of thanks was subse- 
quently passed to you. The medical charities will benefit largely 
—a result for which all the “boys” worked very hard. Health 
and prosperity to youand yours. When I come to town again we 
will sample a little of the usual together. Meanwhile, I am 
sincerely yours, GEORGE (Jolly Little) LEWIS. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 4.—HE GOES A-SERENADING, 


WOOER by serenade, Motheaten Singer, 
Why are you loitering? why do you linget, 
Down from her room, for ten minutes or 80 
Cold water has come with vontinuous flow, 
Drenching your quivering body all o'er, 
Just as “the water comes down at Lodore.” 
Tell me, then, Clamorous, Amorous Singer. 
Why are you loitering? why do you linger? 


Love Smitten Vocalist, Mildewed Singer, 
Why not cig egemowg why do you linger? 
Down from the room of her virulent dad 
Dangerous missiles are popping like mad : 
Bootjacks and toilet-ware, goblets and gamps, 
Paraphernalia, and paraphern Jamps. 

Straight is the aim of the fiery old flinger: 
Motheaten Vocalist, why do you linger? 


“Oh, sir!" sobbed savagely SLOPER, the Singer, 
“Oh, sir! Heaven help me, I cannot but linger. 
Pray do not think that my love for my dear 
Is—since-here I arrived—so exceeding sincere, 

So perfervid and deathless and strong, as to make 
Me endure all these insults with joy for her sake. 
Not a bit of it, sir! 1am sorry to say 

That a reason more urgent impels me to stay. 

A d—d little house-dog’s got hold of my finger,— 
That’s why I'm loitering, that’s why I linger!’ 


P.S. by SLOPER.—The world in general is welcome to its own 
opinion with regard to the above romance, but A. SLOPER, Esq., 
T.W.M., F.O.M., begs respectfully, and with much fear and trem- 
bling, toinform Mrs. SLOPER that his poet of the vagaries must have 
mistaken some other gentleman for the Rigidly Righteous One. 
What! SLOPER attempting a liaison? The Eminent coveting his 
neighbour's daughter? Pooh! Impossible! ! 


PRIZE COMPETITION. 


£1:1:0 and the *SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” hare been 
presented to 


H. E. LYNE, 5 Paragon Buildings, Cheltenham, 
Sor the Best Ode of 12 Lines (printed hereunder) to the 
WINNER OF ALLY'S £500. 


O#! lucky one, in whose astonished grasp 
Lies ALLY's gen'rous gift whose startled eyes 
Gaze dazzled at the gold thy fingers clasp, 
And thy good fortune scarce can realize. 
Well may the glittring heap thy pulses thrill 
As its full powers thy grateful mind employ ; 
To wishes gratify, and hopes fulfil, 
To banish trouble, and to purchase joy. 
Within a thousand homes thy name witl ring. 
And many a kindly heart will join with me 
(As gladly | thy great good fortune sing), 
And wish success to ALLY and to thee. 


* ,* Subscribers of not less than Half a Crown will receive (post- 


Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of X, SLOPER, Esq, F.0.M.. with 


the Eminent's autograph on the back. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED IN T.AST WEEK'S “ HALF- 
Howipay,” £229 58. 437. SINCE RECEIVED :— 

J.T. BARKER, ¢d.; H. W. ROCHE, 5d.; Mrs. WORTLEY, 3d.; W. BRUCE, 18. ; 
A. SELLS, 6d.; G. F, D. (Bexley), 64. ; CARELESS (N.H.), 2d.; Collected by WM, 
FREEMAN, 28. 6d.; J. CHAPMAN, 3d.; GIppy, ld.; BEL LORRIMER and WAL- 
TER VERNON, 58.; HARKY JONDAN, 5s.; VICKY, ld.; FLoss, 1d.; GEORGE 
TOOTH, 3d.; ALICE SMITH, 6d.; Collected by T. WADE (Salisbury), 10s,; FRANK 
HALL, 2d.; 8. W. Forn, 24.: F. HODGKINSON, 2d.; SARACEN, 6d.; C.C., 18,5 
J. Dopp (Bettisfield), 6d.: Mra. C. WATSON, Is.: THOS, PAYNE, 3d.; “ LOWER 
DECK" (H.M.S. Sphinr, Persian Gulf), £1 17s, 2d.; ALLY SLOPER, Esq., Friend 
of Man, £3 8s. 

Making a total received up to March 11th, 1890—£236 Ls. 4}7/. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

PAT'S ADVICE FOR AVOIDING STALE JOKEs—“Faix, don't 
shtale ‘em!” 

WHEN youare restless, you are restive ; when penceless, pence-ive. 
What a beautiful language is ours ! 

LABOUCHERE, suspended from his seat in the House, was absent 
from the House; but Labouchere, if suspended from a seat in the 
House, was present in the House. Therefore, Labouchere is not 
Labouchere! Q.E.D. 

IF the refined humorist who sent us an anonymous letter directed 
to “McGanderley, Esq.,” will kindly forward his name and address 
to this oftice, Mr. McGooseley will personally defray the expenses 
of his immediate burial.—ADVT. 


95 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE HOUSE WITH THE RED BLINDS. 


(A Sensational Theat rical Novel.) 
By MORAND Maw, 
_—_—_—— 

CHAPTER V., 

EXPLANATIONS were useleas—they only acted on my duck's side 
like water on a duck's back ; and soon, after several unsuccessful 
attempts on my part to assure my 
accusers that my visit to the house 
with the red blinds was as unpre- 
meditated as my subsequent journey 
to the house with the blue lamp, I 
received a note from the girl's father, 
telling me my epgagement was at 
an end, and I 
need not trouble 
myself to tell 
any further lies 
in the matter. 

This riled me 
beyond mea- 
sure. My ho 
were blighted— 
my chances in 
life utterly des- 
troyed—and all 
because I had 
followed Ewin 
St. Cyr simply 
to see where she 
lived, Alas! by 
what trivia! 

things the 

existence 
of man is 
governed. 
ln ms 
anger I called 
on Ewin one 
afternoon, 
: is and proposed 
marion. This, I thought, was the best way of revenging myself on 
the girl who had given me up on such paltry grounds. I found 
Ewin looking very sweet. She was dressed ina loosely fitting pink 
gown, trimmed with lace, which showed off the lines of her figure 
to perfection. We laughed merrily over our last meeting. She told 
me she really thought I was a burglar when she gave me in charge. 

“It was a fortunate thing,” said I, “that the magistrate was 
broad-mninded enough to accept my story.” 

“Yes,” she replied, toying carelessly with the tail of her pug: 
“as I was saying tothe old gentleman only the other evening, I——” 

Here she gave an awkward pause, and tried tochange the subject. 

But her remark had aroused my interest, and I was not to be put off 
with the state of the weather, 

“The other evening!" I ex- 
claimed. “What evening? 
And why did he come?" 

Ewin looked considerably 
confused. Presently she stam- 
mered— 

“Oh, he came—after—the— 
character of—of—a—servant.” 

I appeared, for the sake of 
politeness, to take in her story 
(for a story I'm sure it was), 
but I had my doubts. These 
magistrates are such gay old 
Johnnies ! 


CHAPTER VI. 

WE are married now. I 
can’t say Taltogether like it— 
or her. Her professional 
duties keep her away from 
home a good bit, and there are 
times when she doesn’t come 
home to tea. Once she forgot 
to come home to breakfast, 
but that’s a detail. 

What annoys me more than 
anything in the whole busi- 
ness, however, is the deplor- 
able fact that the girl I truly 
cared for — cared for always 
with a nice regard for moral 
circumspection — is married 
now to one of the best fellows 
inthe world,and won't take the least scrap of notice of me. It’s 
very vic And after what I've been obliged to go through for 
her sake 


I called on Ewin, and proposed marriage. 


It’s very hard ! 


CHAPTER VII. 


Tt was late one Saturday night. I was waiting at the stage door 
for Ewin—my wife. Fancy waiting at the stage door for one's 
wife! It does seem absurd. 

Among other things that attracted my attention while standing 
there wasaman whose face and form | seemed to have seen before. 
He was running here and there and to and fro in the shabbiest of 
clothes, fetching cabs for people who were going home by ‘bus. 
This is quite 
a business with 
some men. 

When Ewin 
came out, this 
man _ fetched 
us a hansom. 
By the look of 
relief which 
spread over his 
countenance 
on our accept- 
ing his kind 
hospitality, we 
must have 
been his first 
customers that 
night. 

But that face 
of his! Yes. 1 
knew I had 
seen it before. 
He was the 
burglar I had 
seenon Ewin s 
staircase. 

I was about 
to jump out 
and give him 
in charge, but 
Ewin pulled 
me back. 

** Don't 
make a fuss 
about nothing,” she said. “1 don't want everybody to know my 
divorced husband is a tout!” . 

And we drove home in silence. How I curse the night I ever set 
foot in the House with the Red Blinds, 

THE END. 


We drove home in silence. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, March 22, 1890. 


fHE “F.0.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. HARD TO PLEASE. 


A REASON OF WEIGHT. 

Miss Canterboy. You see, I've gone in for the cross saddic, 
Lady Topweight. Why don't you do the same? It's ail 
the go. 

tate T. (with withering hauteur). So it may, but I shali 
certainly never dream of exposing myself in breeches, 

(And so say all of ue 


No, 123.—M. Jacost, V.0.3. 
“Itisa enrious thing, we notice, what an extraordinary influ- 
ence music possesses over even the most callous inhabitant of 
this world, From the day of the flood, when Noah and family 
were regaled by the angelic braying of the Jerusalem pony and ‘ 
the duleet trumpeting of the docile elephant, it has been so, She. No: Lwill not marry him, pa! 1 prefer someone much younger. —= yy 
We, therefore, make no apologies in introducing to the notice of Father. You prefer someone much younger—eh? Why? Don't he wear a wig and nse an eye-glass? v 


ite eM. Pei 1 gh cniiena featurvnat the exeencolol mun and does he not dreas young? What more do you require ina husband, you bad, ungrateful girl ¢ MARCH WINDS. 
Hlf, M. dacoti. s extrac ary Fi aree! 


entieman has had, Starting as organ blower-in-clief to F 
un chapel, he has worked his way to the top of—well, 
let us say the musical ladder, and is now known as one of the ON THE TRACK OF A MASTERPIECE ° 
most efficient musicians in Europe. Of course this position has 
not been gained without an effort, for not only has he had to 
struggle against the combined organ grinding brigade but a 
clique of German-banders have combined together, and, in order 
to ruin him, sworn that if it had not been for him, German 
bands would never have been heard of, But it was of no avail. 
In spite of this our hero prospered, and can now afford to snap 
his fingers at all mischievous rivals. Chiefly because he is an 
excellent composer our hero was made F.O.3., and the * Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him, March 15th, 1890."—-Debrett 
Improved, 


“Right turn! Left-about turn! Forward!  Right-about 
wheel! Double!" The effect of these varivus orders on the 
little awkward squad was slightly startling. 


1, Tourist, “Do you know of any old buildings abont here, my man ?—anything worth seeing, you know?” Natire, “ Buildin’s—eh ? You come alonger me, sir, Oil show 
yer the marsterpiece !"—— 2. “ Road's mostly a bit ‘eavy acrost these ‘ere ploughed fields ; but then we're a-makin' a short cut !"——3, “ Ah, these ‘ere gaps are a bit orkard 
to cit through for them as ain't nsed to ‘em, but we're a-comin’ the rightest way !"——-4. “ Keep close, mister! ‘I'hat’s old Bill Rabbitts a-poachin’! He mostly du let floy at 
anythink as ‘e sees a-movin'; but we shall be roight agin these ‘ere trees till ’e foires away all ‘isaummynition !"——5. “Ah, these ‘ere ‘ills du come a bit steep at fust like. But 
you walt ‘ot I show yer the marsterpiece as 1 told yer on!"——6. “There!! What yer think o' that? Wot did Oi tell yer? That's the new Methody chapel—ouly just 

inished ! here 1” 


THE OYSTER QUESTION AGAIN. 


“BUT THEY WERE THERE. | 


1. Froma back view Miss ==, But in the front— 
Grigiles looked charming. oh, lor"! 


“Waiter, this gorgonzola is offensively high.” 

“It was at wan time, sor; but gettin’ Jow, it is, now. There's n : Y F . 
only a bit the soize of a pigeon’s egg left, and that we're forced “Regorra, ain't I native mveclf! Git along wid ye, ye spalpecn! You're no 
ty keep under a glass shade.” more like an oyster than my ol-l shoe.” 


Constable XXZ, Lucky that old hag of a mistress of yours ain't about now. 
Susan. Yes; anda goml job for you that that sour-faced, red-nosed, gog2] 
eyed inspector is not hanging round here. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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